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palpitating in an audible fashion, our eyes were
watching intently the opposite shore. All the
shouting and yelling seemed to have died away,
and nothing could be seen but torches moving
about slowly and leisurely in regular detach-
ments, each detachment stopping occasionally
and then moving on again. This was kept up
for over two hours, while they constantly
receded from us. I asked an old boatman the
meaning of such movements and was told that
the marauding horde was embarking in boats
along the whole line of the opposite shore and
was moving down stream. It was three o'clock
in the morning, and it began to rain. A few of
the advance boats had passed us without dis-
covering where we were. They were loaded with
men and floated by us in silence. By four
o'clock the last boats followed the rest and soon
disappeared from sight. Evidently, from the
stillness that characterized the long line of boats
as they floated down stream, the buccaneering
horde was completely used up by their looting
expedition, and at once abandoned themselves
to sound sleep when they got on board the boats.
We thanked our stars for such a narrow escape
from such an unlooked-for danger. We owed our
safety to the darkness of the night, the rain andthat we are sureeds and till              An we                     and
